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I have seen him some poor ancient thrashing
Into something (God save us !) more dry9

With the Water of Life itself washing
The life out of earth, sea, and sky,

O dread fellow-mortal, get newer

Despatches to carry, or none!
We 're as quick as the Greek and the Jew were

At knowing a loaf from a stone.

Till the couriers of Gocl fail in duty,
We sha'n't ask a mummy for news,

Nor sate the soul's hunger for beauty

With your drawings from casts of a Muse.

CREDIDIMUS JOVEM REGNABE

O DAYS endeared to every Muse,
When nobody had any Views,
Nor, while the cloudscape of his mind
By every breeze was new designed,
Insisted all the world should see
Camels or whales where none there be!

0 happy days, when, men received
From sire to son what all believed,
And left the other world in bliss,
Too busy with bedevilling this !

Beset by doubts of every breed
In the last bastion of my creed,
With shot and shell for Sabbath-chime,

1 watch the storming-party climb,